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I’LL LOVE YOU FOREVER
Norah Rehor
One moment I think about a lot is the moment my Mom’s heart stopped in
my arms. Technically, I don’t think it ever actually stopped, but I could tell
that it was weak and thready. As she came in and out of consciousness, I
remember feeling so unbelievably calm. Not because I wanted to, and I
definitely did not have to be. Everyone would have understood if I was acting
erratic.
I was sixteen with the remnants of the woman who raised me curled
in my arms like a baby. I remember telling her that it was okay for her to go
because I could tell she was fighting so hard to stay conscious. She had gone
through so much. So much so that at 16, I was expecting her to be long gone
years before. However, in this moment, she was here, and she was present,
and I was the only one who could comfort her. My sister was in Australia, and
my Dad was pacing trying to get some self-control because his wife was dying
on our living room floor.
I guess you could say I was present too. This moment always
reminds me of a book she would read to me when I was younger called, I’ll
Love You Forever. There was a line from that book she would always say to me
when tucking me in. It went “I’ll love you forever, I’ll like you for always, as
long as I am living, my baby you’ll be.” However, at this moment, the most
significant part of the book was the last page. The illustration is a son holding
his elderly mother the way that she would hold him when he was a baby at
the start of the book. It was eerily similar to the way I was holding my Mom.
I’m a strong believer that you treat others the way you want to be treated.
Instinctively, I started comforting her in the ways she had comforted me
many times before. I rested my cold hand on her forehead, and I watched it
soothe her whole body. This made it feel like our hearts were on the same
page. Both calm, both unsure, but both finally content with the outcome of
whatever would come next.
Peace is a mysterious thing, and I think that before this moment, I
hadn’t felt anything like it in years. It made it easy to talk to her. I told her
many things. I told her she could never let me down. I told her it was okay to
let go. I told her that I loved her, and that this moment made her strong.
Over and over again I said the same things as I ran my hand through her
short, curly hair. The person in my arms looked nothing like the person who
raised me. I still don’t know if that made it easier or harder to be in this
position. This woman was skinny. Her hair was dry, curly, short, and was
dyed. Her clothes were a little too baggy, and her teeth were perfect.
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Other than the hair, I feel like she had a lot of the things that women
long for, but to me the desirable things honestly meant nothing. I missed my
Mom. I miss my Mom. My Mom was a big woman. Her teeth were destroyed
from smoking. And her hair was thick and brown like mine, but hers went all
the way down to her butt. However, anyone who knew my Mom knew that
the most captivating thing about her was her heart. This is the one thing
about my Mom that I know we have in common because I completely model
the way I carry myself after what I learned from her. She was confident,
persistent, and strong. She worked to advocate for others, and truly she was
astonishing in every way shape and form. This is what scares me the most.
How could someone so benevolent and captivating become a person I don’t
even recognize? I don’t think I’ll ever know the answer to that question. Even
so, to the woman that once was all of these things, I’ll never forget what you
would tell me after we would read, I’ll Love You Forever. Mom, I’ll love you
forever. I’ll like you for always. As long as I’m living, your baby I'll always be.
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